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a woman, My business is with Georg® Conway, and
by your leave —or withgul it if worst comes to worst—
I'm not poing away from here withont seving him.”

“Don't you believe me when [ tell you that he's un-
conscions " Dana asked in her soft, girl’s vioice,

She wore @ blue tweed skirt, and a pale-hlue blouse
with 4 low sailor collar.  Her hair, which she il not
stoppesd to arrange for the dav, hung in a thick plait, far
tliw her waist, where its cirly enils were tied together
with a blue ribbon,  Gazing piteously up at the man's
fice, hor hands clisped nervously behind her huck, she
fooked absurdly young.  Troy dearly did not know
what to make of her, —whether she was to be treatin] as
a precocions chilld or o grown waman, ~ht he conld
fiot help seeing that she was beantiiul. e dil not care
pch about girks.  He had always found that in the
Jonge run they did more harm than go] to men. They
were never of any use, and this ane was very mi Iy in e
way and very embarrasdng. Bot he hoped that she
wits not going to ery. He had nothing agiinst the girl
Herself, 5o far, and he cotldn’t bear to soe a fragile Jook-
for femile thing squeesing the jnice out of its eyes, be-
canse of words or dewds of his

1 don't say | dishelieve what you tell me,” he ex-
plained.  *Ttwasn't being struck with my car thit mude
him fall. What struck him wis the sight of me.”

“But why should he Faint at sight of von " Daura
questioned, speaking gently, She was afrand of the man,
fur George's sake, and dared not offend him.  Yet she
miust know what to expect.  “Are you-—-his enemy?”

Trov's face hardened into sullen lines. ®1 told you
my husiness was with him,” he repeated.

“Now | know you're his enemy!” she cried.  “But—
oh, vou wouldn't De, if you conld see him as he ist My
comain and another man hive just browught him into the
honse—into his own mom.  They hadn't come yet when
the buttler told me you were here. | wis having things
ot ready for lim. That was why 1 sent word for you
toy wait, and that's why [ came to speak to you. No-
hoddy else knows yet whit's happened, except those two
who carried him up to the house, and the butler, whom
you saw.  This was to have been the wedding day. I
shill hive to tell my sister.”

“It looks as if you had to do pretty well everything in
this hoise, Lady Seore!™ It scemed to Daura that he
snevred,

“I'm not Lady Score,” she said.  “I'm only Daur
Seare.  You may eall me Ludy Daura, if you please.”

%1 don't know anything sboat titles,” he replied, with
a grim little Jaugh.  *You wonldn't be surprised at
that, if T tolil vou what my life's been up to now,  But
ook here, Lady Daura, Uve got to see Conway! ['ve
teaveled a pood many thowsand miles to do it —just
that —and & little more. 1 came first to England, then
here. When | read in the London papers that he'd
hanght an auto to go touring in, I hought one too, so 1
conndd follow if 1 missed lim today.  You see by all that
it's not likely Il et him get away from me in the end.”

I"I‘ may be a long time, ['m afraid, before he can even
move,” Daura sighed.  *1I'm afraid he's very ill.”

“Worse things might happen to him than being #1."

“He might die!”

“Yes. He might —di!”

S\ Troy, you frighten me,” the gul s, trving to
speak in @ tone as guiet, i not sodeadly, as Bis.

“I'm sorry. But as you will mix yourseli up in this
business, it con't be helped.  1'm only speaking the way
I dos to show vou once for all I'm not to be put off. ['ve
vomme here to et Conway face to face, and here | stay
till I have done my errand, if | have to hold up all the
men folks of vour family and all the police on your
islinid.”

“Huye vou come here to take revenge on George for
sumetling he has done?” she asked. “If you have,
surcly von might be satistied now!  Whatever it was
that happened this morning, whether your car striwk
hany, or—"

“Your e ont that out, my Lady Daura.”

“ i whether it was only the sight of you, it amounts
to the sime thing. He was well. He was happy

“I doubt he was happy. 1 don't believe oven George
Conway's got enough brass and ironcin him for that

W hy—why shonldn't he be happys”

“Ihes reason why his got nothing to do with you, you
e thank your Ineky stars!”

1t has to do with my sister.”

“Then I pity her. But she'll live to bless the day
Ceorge Conway went ont of her life.”

Dasra felt very eolll, a8 o an dey wind was Wlowing

over her.  “But he makes the happiness of her his
Al T won't Delieve anvihing against him said by
stranger,” she preateated Tovally,
. “1 dom't ask ven to believe anyvthing against him,
The thing's between Conway and me—for the present.
If others _h we to suffer with him, that's his fault, not
e, You sy toeluy wis to be his wedding day.
\\-1{. I tell vots this much:  You and vours ought to
be down on vour knees thanking whatever God you
pray to that you can say ‘was," not “ist" ’vecome st
m tme.” :

Yo areernel!™ the girl excliimed,  And she thought
thet after oll he was @ man not of fire, but of 1oe.
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wCruell Great King! you don't know the mmeaning of
the word! Don't rouse me up too muih, though, or
maybe Il Jose hold of myself, and —tell vou.  Sleeping
dogs are better left to lie. [ wish you'! sent me some
min to talk to. By this time I'd have been where
George Conway i8, or he'd have been here with me.”

411 go and find out if he's come back to conscious-
ness,” said Daura,  “By this time, I hope, the doctor
muy be with him. I —if you don't believe me, would
you like to s the daetor by and hy?" she quickly
added. He must not moet the doctor now!  The news
of Geofe's progross might be too favorable, and then
this terrible man woull force himsel§ upon his enemy
at onen. Somehow she must make time.

“[f you tell me, on vour honor as a fady, that Conway
foll dowi in a fit or o faint ot sight af e, and lay in the
roud till 5 meone Brogght him up herey LI heligve you,”
Troy said,  “And Il believe he hasn't come hack to
himself, if you sny on your honor that it's true. Dot it
will imly make things worse if vou deceive e’

41 do tell vou this on my honor,” “Daura repeated,
“And, whatever vour feeling Against George 1s, whether
right ar wrong, remember one thing: My sister loves
hirm —worships him, Mr. Troy!” -

#['m sorey to hear that,” he said, subsiding again into
sullen colidness,  His words might as well have been,
Wl pnn't help that. Tt won't change anvthing.”

Daurn read this as his inner meaning.  But she had
not given tin hope. - She i {aot even take time to puzzle
over the mysters of the man's soming. She was top
intent on saving the situation —for Annira —at any cost.

Q) it is, with my sister, for good or ill," she went on,
“*ve tald you, hecause | have to usk your patience —

for her sake.  Anil even 'if Georie has injured you, she's

dome vou no harm.  You can’t want to hurt her.”

“f Jon't want to hurt her, nor you, nor anyone in this
howse, except George Conway.,”

“Then you do want to hurt him!”

“I want to do justice.  And T will doit! Nothing cin
keep me from that.”

“What [ was trving to say,” Daura-hurried on, “is
this: You don't wish to hurt my sister; so vou'll let me
go and find out how George is now, and tell her what
has happened: not the part that concerns Vort, except
that it was vour motorcar.  Please fet me do all this,
even before T come back and give you any news there
muy be! T promise that you shall have news!  You said
you woulid believe me. Tl tell you exactly what the
doctor savs: but first [ must see my sister, or she will
hear of the secident from somebody else.” .

WThe aceident! Thut's what yvon're gning o call'it?”

“That's what [ thought it was. Annira had hetter
think s0 too—as long as she can. Even you can’t ob-

< ject to that.”

“No, | don't object. But how do T know you aren't
planning to smuggle Conway out of the house, and give
him the chanee to go seot free?”

ST thought you said you believed me!"

«f did say so; but the temptation might be too hig
for vou, and then ="

“The temptation to smuggle George away? [on't
your see, that would be no use to my sister? 1 think of
her more than of George.  There'd be a horrid seine lal
if the bridegroom disippeared on the wedding day.
She couldn't bear it.  You noedn’t be afraid that "
trv to help him in any such way as that, I"d take you
o his room, and let vou soe lem lving there; but just
now my cousin Captain MacRimmon 15 with him, and
probably the doctor. If George hisn't come 1o hirnself,
thev'd think it very strange, secing vou. If he has, the
surprise might make him say or do samething before
them that woulil e ~terrible for our famuly.  Let the
moectifg hé when vets twn are alone,”

Whhat's what Fwant.  Hut | wantit to be soon,  Look
tere, if D wadt where 1am, and trist you not th serve me
anv underhand teick, will vou be buck in ten minutes”
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tion of dire |

“ive me twonty. First T omust speak with the doo.
i, bifore T go to Annigm. My sister’s toom w a long
way off, and when [ get there 'l have to Yirosk viu
news of the accident gently, [ ean’t blure j: \
three words,  Let us look at our witch )
that thes'te together, Then, if I'm mo;
over the twenty, [ give you leave to pull we 1.
tell the servant who answers it that Ty Dary wist,
you to he taken up to Mr. € lonway's rism—that yo Jﬁ;w
a friend of his.” )

“Nothing on earth would induce me o call him my
triend.  I've tolil several kinds of lies in my time; hay -
if 1 told that one I'd deserve to have my tmgue out
ont.”

“1 spoke withont thinking,” Daura pleaded “Say
what you like to the servant, if you have s nng.  But
you won't have to.” She showed Troy a wateh shie
woire, in n hracelet on the right wrist.  His wateh wus
faster. She put hers abead two muinutes And then e
ran to Conway's room—hterally ran, for every
was of value.

AcDONALD'S just arrived,” Alastair MacRon.

mon told her, at the door.  *He's given € "

something, and he seems to he waking up.  He's o) oned

his eyes bnce or twice, and sighed, but hasn’t spokon.”

“May I come in?” Daura asked, without makiny the
ted comment on Alastair's good news.

“[f you like. But won't you —wait till—"

ef can't wait,” the girl insisted. “1 must have & e
thing definite to say, when [ tell Nira what's hapoened,
Alastair, will you, like a dear kind boy, go now 19
Fatlier and break the news to him?”

«Hadn't 1 too better wait for something
he demurred.

uly doesn't matter so much for Father, Sav (i
is coming to himself. But—this 15 the grew
Lyen't let Father come here, or go to Nira, for
other twenty minutes, Oh, dear Alastair, do
me now, without waiting a second!”

SAlL right. 'l doit.” He consented: not L
he approved of Daura’s whirlwind way of dispusing
him and managing things in general, but because
was Daara, and he wanted a reward for pleasing
She was an almost quixotically grateful girl, and »
you did anything at all diffieult at her request you we
sure of being paid as much as the cuncession was wort)
Or mare.

Daura could hardly wait till Alastair’s back w s
turned, before shutting the door.  Then she went softly
to the bedside, where Dr. MacDonald had just empied
the contents of a tiny medicine glass, holdmnyg n
than a teaspoon, between Conway’s hips.  Colo
come fmintly back to the pale face, and as D
near the blue eves opened wide,  Dized for abonooe
they brightened at sight of her,—brghtencd no .
happy light, but with a distressful intellizon !
remember wa: unendurable pain.

“Daura!” he gasped. “You were with e o

“Yes," she caught him up quickly, “And L opomg
to help vou now.”

“Hurrah!" said Dr. MacDon
man, like a fat sparrow. “f
round as right as rain; and we
today, after alll He doesn't scen
bones, o far as I can find. ['w
and upon my word I helieve ther
wrong! It may be that long jo
and too much excitement, or somet
dizagreed with him, has—"

F' )R God's sake, Doctor, leave
Daura a minute, will yous" Geone
“There's sumething [ want to tell Twe.”

Surprised, perhaps a little hurt, Dr, MacDos
bright Lrown eyes; behind thick-rimmed gl
counsel from Daura.

1 think I know what he wants to say,” the girl vy
wred,  *Would vou do what he asks—and {o
both? It's—it's something that concerns my
it must be arranged at once, [ won't et him exert

dafinies ¥

sster,

self—don't be afraid, Tt will do him good to speas
O, certainly, certainly!” MacDonald agreed.
R ol sule.”

"

*“No, please!

Daura was thinking quickly. It
miside, 1 s

s might e s r, gl st the n

v nt

flyine romnd the honse. ti wis hetter,

pierhups the wedding need not be pe stpomed,

“You know," she explaned, "we don’t want an
stioning vou vet.  There's o of driesszing ¢

R0 W
off this. Will you wait theres”

She opened 4 door into what hud 10 oll days Been a
cleset for powdering the hair. [t was a uny room, and
Comway's trunk and a suitoase ocoupied 4 third of the
But there was a ir, and a view of the
anarrow window.  Softly Daura closed the

t the doctor in. - Then she went back to Geor
ad lifted himself on his elbow,

the dressing table vou'll find alittle green e
“Give it te

*tin
0 hog,” he said in a strianed voice.
}"I\'.I'-l'."

‘The girl went 1o the

Conlnesr i gape 16

ahle, and found the box, wi




